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went to bed early, for we wanted to get up at 4.0 a.m.
I had arranged with Andrews for a car to call for us at
4.30 a.m.

Kulundia to Ramleh. Next morning we got up in
the dark, feeling rather cold and sticky. Outside, the
moon and stars were still shining faintly, and I heard
4.0 o'clock strike on a deep bell somewhere in Jerusalem;
the sound came ghostlike and muffled across the valley
to us. It was not long before the Crossley tender glided
up, its headlights making strange shadows* As we
drove along the road to Kulundia in the half-light we
passed a camel and its driver plodding along silently
up the hill. I was so sleepy that I fell to dreaming,
I thought somehow I was in Williams' old bus driving
back to Hartland in Devonshire. I was roused by the
first miraculous light of dawn breaking over the hills.
By and by the light strengthened, and the lamps of the
tender burnt feeble and dim on the white road. At
last we were climbing up the hill which rises to Kulundia.
The sky was fiill of faint clouds which veiled the dying
stars; and the hills showed up more plainly, wet with
the night's rain. The air smelt balmy and soft; and it
was still, ever so stilL

Now we saw the two Vernons with the wrapped up
figures of the native police by them, silver grey in
the dawn. The warm madder earth of Kulundia, the
colour of Worcestershire earth, was all sticky; and I
looked at "Valkyrie" and the Ambulance and then
at the paltry length of run and then at the hills, and
my heart quavered. However, the aircraft were dead
light; so a stout heart was the only remedy! The air
was cool, and the light of the coming sunrise was glowing
behind the grey stone hills with little buildings perched